Il6                LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

me.    Why did you not write to me ?     I
have reason to be furious.

CXII.

August 10, 1846.
On board a steamer, the name
of  which   I   do   not   know.

ALTHOUGH you have given me the habit
of your negligence toward me, I cannot re-
frain from being anxious when I have no
news from you. I wish you would deign to
think of me as often as I think of you. I
do not doubt that you will enjoy yourself
a great deal where you are going, but if,
among your pleasures, the remembrance of
our promenades should come to you, you
would do a meritorious act by hastening
your return.

CXIII.

PARIS, August 18, 1846.

AT my return here I feel more isolated and

sadder than in any of the cities which I have

quitted.   I feel like an emigrant who returns

to his country and finds in it a new genera-ou are enjoying yourself too
